A     L ONDON    YEAR

I hope he is not a Londoner, for any Londoner who
knows his history and sneers at the Lord Mayor
should be shown the gate.

* Rot, I call it!' he says again loudly, but no one
cares what he thinks. For in those silver trumpets,
calling the girls to the windows, scaring the pigeons
from Guildhall Yard, is the ancient splendid voice
of our City of London.
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